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places with bullets and shrapnel.  It stood silent and hoi
Uke a hard-driven horse.                                                    v
The old man who had been the first to recognise Piotra
Bogatiriev ran to the alley where his wife had fallen, in
order to rejoice her with news of their son. But she was
not to be seen. She had picked herself up and ran into tl^P
hut to change into her best clothes. The old man went into
the hut, found her, and shouted :
" Piotra Bogatiriev's come home. He's brought us a
greeting from Tikhon." Then, noticing that his old wife
was changing her clothes, and not knowing the reason, his
wrath boiled up and he roared at her: " What are you
dressing yourself up for, you old crone ? Nobody's going
to look at you, you withered devil! "
The elders of the village quickly assembled in the hut of
Piotra Bogatiriev's father. Each of them removed his cap
at the threshold, crossed himself before the ikons, and sat
down briskly on the bench, leaning on his staff. Between/
sips at a glass of cold milk Piotra Bogatiriev told how he
had flown to the district on the instructions of the Don
government at Novocherkass, in order to establish contact
with the insurgent cossacks, and to assist them in their
struggle against the Reds by supplying ammunition and
officers by aeroplane. He informed them that before long
the Donietz army would begin an offensive along its entire
front and would join forces with the insurgents' army. He
reproved the old men for not having a better influence over
the young cossacks who had abandoned the front and had
let the Reds set foot on the Don land, and ended :
" But since you've thought better of it and driven the^
Soviet government out of the district the Don government
will pardon you everything/'
" But even now, Piotra Gregorievich, we've got a Soviet
government, only without the communists/' one of the old
men told him irresolutely. " Our flag isn*t the three-
coloured one, but red and white."
" And our youngsters, the swine, still call one another
' comrade ' when they meet/' another added.
Piotra Bogatiriev smiled in his moustache and, screwing
up his blue eyes humorously, replied :
" Your Soviet government is like ice in spring. Let the
sun warm it a little and it'll melt away. But we'll settle'